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Lonely questions 


Survival means 

Fight 

How many times 

I will tell you 

This is absolute truth 

Look at this 

Here at the cultivation field 
A group of sleepless rats 
Came out from the hole- 

The sky of the moon was shining 
They look corns in clouds 
And in songs 

Folded sadness of melody 
They hear as flute of sadness! 
And if you ask 

Clouds are fighting? 

You can ask 

What is the fight of the moon? 
Flight of flutes 

And what is the struggle of songs? 
Did you see in the ocean 
Under the sparkling sky 
Under the dark clouds 

Or in a cyclone 

Or a strong earthquake 

No, 

I will not answer any more, 
If ever encountered 

Any of questions above 

In the mirror of lonely night 
Ask questions alone! 
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Whether I say it or not 


Only the night knows 

Who the nocturnal ones are. 

The flowers that bloom at night, 

The fragrance of the night, 

The insects and fireflies of the night, 
The tiny bees of the night. 

Some trees 

Stay awake at night, 

Some clouds, 

Some flocks of birds 

Fly following the path of the North Star, 
Listening to the song of the sleepless river, 
The sleepless, lovelorn boatman. 

When humans fall asleep, 

The heart awakens, 

Holding the hand of a dreamy lover. 
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Fireflies Towards the Sky 


Now and then 

In the deep dark 

I remain sunk in loneliness 
Then the silence opens! 


I don't see the starry sky 
like the ancient poets 


Rather, 

See, the journey of tree seeds 

Ride the floating cotton chariot 

Like fireflies in space 

Seems to me all of them 

Looking for suitable accommodation 
And Test tube 

Hundreds of stickers attached 


Labelled river 
Sea 

Mountain 

Cloud 

Tree 

Bird 

Animal with legs 
Without legs 
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Yes, Amazon 
Tethys and Sahara 
All the species Even all fairy tales 


All legends 
Is there is 


Past, Present, and Future 
Primitive history and war 
These are still preserved in ether 


All of them are like chariots of cotton 
Float in test tubes 
And ready to fly.... 


Towards the sky .. - 
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The Mind 


I was then a Neanderthal, solitary in a dense forest, 
No one stood beside me in the shadow of the thick woods. 
On dry leaves, I played tunes of melancholy with every breath, 


Letting the fragrant desires drift through the moonlit night's air. 


May that fragrance find its way to a woman, 

And may her heart swell with longing for me. 

Such a dream-river flows through hills and valleys, 
And in my mind emerges an exquisite face. 

That Neanderthal woman still lives in my thoughts, 
Asleep in the land of flowers and birds within my heart. 
That wild life of mine, I still call it happiness— 

Full moon, moonlit nights, and the peace after sunset! 
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I feel sorrow for you, too 


The ancient people 

Left behind some fairy tales 

In the hearts of men, 

On the leaves of trees, 

On stones—and so many other things. 
Those stories of rivers and people, 

Of their dreams, loves, 

Jealousies, and conflicts, 

Still flow through time. 

Those who turned this world into a living hell— 
We read their histories. 

Those tyrants are our guides. 

Look, I don’t blame the pen. 

But I do feel sorrow for those who wield it! 
Cruelty, savagery, deceit— 

What else is written in history? 

Tell me, oh foolish, crippled god, 

I feel sorrow even for your incompetence. 
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Depression 


I desire to share a story. 

With them 

The moon and the stars 

Those have sunk into the night. 
Look, I'm in the dark. 

I woke up alone. 

I listen to the song of loneliness. 
All like sorrow and lamentation 
All the cells of the body, like 
Billions of snails 

Hang in my mind. 

Where it always plays 

Song of the dead... 

Alone, alone 

Alone! 

And it seems: 

I am inside a gas chamber. 
There is an atrium tub. 

All the jasmines in bloom— 
The smell of dead moonlight! 
The sunken moon stars 

I had a desire to tell a story. 

To them... 
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We seek nothing but shelter 


I have also thought many times 

Suddenly on a day 

I first felt 

I am alone 

There is no one else under this sky! 

Walking along the primitive path this far way 
A fascinating word 

Love 

What do I find in it? 

I stopped 

when I read on the pages of my mind 

I found your love for me in your eyes 

You found the same in my eyes 

What you are looking for 

In the name of love in my eyes—that is shelter! 
And me too in your eyes 

We both seek shelter for us 

As I walk along the path of mountain and forest 
From an immemorial time! 

And hunt the deer, throwing 

A cruel spear of obsidian, 

I saw on it dead eyes a prayer of refuge. 

Like you and I 

Nothing but shelter... 
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Why do I dream of mountain 


Kanhu, I was born on the plain land, 
My mother was a plainland girl, 

As I heard and remembered, 

And as far as I know 

My ancestors were also simple people- 
Then you say, my dear, 

Why do I dream of mountains? 
Kanhu did not answer! 

I walk along the stony path 
Mountains block my way 

I stand 

I look at the sky 

Just then, fire-fly came in a group 
And call me 

Come this way- the lost man. 


**Kanhu: Bengali poet of 9th century. 
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I didn't see the God 


But I saw my mother. 

The day when my mother said 

Be enlightened 

At the very moment, I awoke. 
Mother had said 

I kept a sea of water 

for you- 

Play within oh my dearest offspring. 


I swam around in the shade of dark and light. 


And my mother sang so many songs 
The flowers of dreams and fairy tales 
Blossomed on my mother’s sky! 

One day my mother said 


Let your eyes open, my dear 

See the huge lights 

Which I have saved for you 

A huge light 

And the sky of millions of worlds of light. 
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Speechless 


Sudipta once complained 
That I am lost in unrealistic dreams. 
I want to make flowers bloom on stones, 


I want to float paper boats in the Milky Way. 


One day, I told her, 

On a full moon night at midnight, 

When I close my eyes, 

I hear the melody of your voice. 

Tell me, 

What did I say? 

What did you reply? 

How do you understand my heart— 

When I have always been a speechless soul? 
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Anarchy 


Listen, 

I am fed up 

Even with my own mind— 

Such anarchy 

I have never seen before. 

Look, 

The world is full of wars and conflicts, 
I see it all, hear it all, just like you. 

I feel the pain, 

I plead for peace. 

But in the kingdom of my mind— 
Who is king? 

Who is subject? 

Who is enemy? Who is friend? 

I still cannot understand. 

Thinking about it, ’ve grown old. 
Here, there is no day or night, 

No logic, 

No sleep, no dreams— 

No principles or morals. 

Inside my mind, factions fight endlessly. 
One group chases another. 

And I, with this body of flesh and blood, 
Run aimlessly in all directions... 
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"You Keep This Safe" 


I was a child then, 

I once met a saint. 

For some reason, 

He wrote something on a blank piece of paper— 
"You keep this safe." 

For many years, I kept that note 

Folded between the pages of my book. 
Even now, I don’t know— 

Who is that "you"? 

From childhood, I stepped into adolescence. 
And then... 

The note was lost. 

Seca 

I couldn’t protect even myself, 

Not once in my life. 

Perhaps I couldn’t make the world marvel at me, 
But everyone knows 

That while gazing at the moonlight, 

I fall silent. 

How can I write, tell me! 

Though I have no complaints 

About my incapacity— 

A simple realization fulfills me: 

I have walked far, 

Without knowing the map! 

What more is needed for life, tell me? 

I ask myself. 

And somehow, the face of that saint reappears, 
Beside him stands the child I once was— 
And beside them, 

Here I stand today. 

The saint tells me, 

"You keep this safe." 


That’s how I keep my childhood safe! 
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Whom Shall I Plead With 


Whom shall I plead with? 

Rebuild me. 

Each day of the past, 

I spent painting pictures, 

And in the present, I am sleepless, 
With no time to think about the future. 
Whom shall I plead with? 

Rebuild me. 
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The Moon Still Remembers Me 


Last night, 


I was walking through the alleys of the city— 


Dark alleys, 

No light to guide the way. 

On both sides, tall buildings 
Made the darkness even denser. 
Far away, at the end of the alley, 
The moon— 

Looking at me. 

Step by step, it led me forward— 
Or perhaps, 

It felt as if 

"The moon walks with me." 

Just like before, 

I walk, 

The moon walks with me. 

The moon, just like before, 

Is covered in the soot of old memories. 
But somehow, 

It feels like I’ve changed... 
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The Wings of the Phoenix 


Last night, 

I can’t recall it all, but I saw it in a dream— 

A vision or something surreal. 

In the night, amidst the darkness, a fire burned. 
Within it, a bird— 

Wings outstretched, its beak pointed towards the sky. 
With a piercing cry, it flapped its wings, 

And in an instant, 

All the clouds that had gathered in the sky over millen- 
nia 

Vanished. 

The waters of the Tethys Sea evaporated, 

The paradisiacal gardens of Nimrod and Saddam 
Were buried under layers of dust. 

Golden goblets, the fragrance of sandalwood, 

And the thousand celestial maidens 

Disappeared beneath endless layers of ash. 

I can’t recall it all, but I saw it in a dream— 
Surrounded by thousands upon thousands of human 
eyes, 

Disembodied, only eyes encircled a burning flame. 
And within that flame, a bird— 

Wings outstretched, its beak pointed towards the sky. 


With a piercing cry, it flapped its wings. 

In those eyes, there was the light of a dream— 
Not mere words, but a strange, golden fairytale. 
The bird will burn 

And turn to ash. 

And then, 

Then, 

Surrounded by thousands upon thousands of human 
eyes, 

Disembodied, only eyes remain 

Around that burning flame. 

With eager anticipation, 

They wait for the moment 

When the wings of the Phoenix 

Will rise again... 
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The Boundary 


In the full moonlight, 

I am that lone rider! 

In the white mist, 

With the fire of hooves igniting, 
My swift horse raced on, 


The white manes of an unyielding desert storm. 


In my hand, the lightning whip! 

And I was on its back, 

Standing like a stone in the fierce wind, 

An unwavering archer— 

Suddenly, at a great speed, 

My horse stumbled and fell! 

I dismounted, 

With bloodied legs. 

It seemed to speak to me: 

The boundary of your fairytale kingdom 

Is still far away— 

Bid me farewell, my friend— 

My boundary is at an end. 

I rose and stood, walked, 

I looked back— 

Its manes fluttered in the moonlight, like flags, 
Before me, the sky, 

Bathed in moonlight. 

A comet, its tail and wings, pointed the way 
To many, many miles ahead... 
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A Fool on an Unknown Path 


On an unknown path, I am a fool, 

I have never had any direction, 

At any time— 

My journey 

Is nothing but the journey of a fool, lost and aimless! 
Even now, | am still 

A fool on an unknown path! 

The paths I’ve left behind 

Are buried under layers of earth. 

As I walk down old paths, I search within, 

For the path soaked in old moonlight— 

And the glow of fireflies in the swampy woods! 

I look to the sky, 

I search, 

In rows, the moonlight casts shadows 

As flocks of wild ducks fly north— 

Carrying away the delicate clouds in the sweep of their 
wings— 

In their song, my heart trembled— 

And even today, it trembles 

On this shadowless, 

Moonless, 

Desolate road! 

I searched for flowers that bloomed on a spring night, 
And the dreams that stayed awake that night— 
Which have no direction, no guidance. 

A foolish, lost traveler, 

On an unknown path— 

What could be better than this 

In this fleeting life? 
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Surreal 


Last night, a white dolphin, 
Swimming in the sea of darkness— 
Nosed up to mine, 

Gazed into my eyes and anchored! 
It made a strange sound— 

And with that, 

My sky of stars shattered— 

Such a fragile sky, in which I write poetry! 
I was stunned... 

When it looked into my eyes, 
Isaw, 

A faded canvas covered in soot— 
Long ago, your picture, 

As I was drawing it, 


I had fallen asleep 

Inside a fairytale... 

There, I stood with an old shield in hand— 
A rusty sword fallen by my feet— 

And the dry inkpot, 

Filled with dust— 

A pen! 


The words echoed in my ears, 
Resonated in my soul, 

But what is a pen— 

What is it made of— 

What is its use— 

I had forgotten! 

That white dolphin, 

Bumped into my forehead— 
Forcefully— 

Breaking my skull, 

And a river rolled down, 
Mountains, fields, wildflowers, 
The sky, and stars, 

And so much more... 
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Sleepless 


Whose words do I speak, tell me! 
Even the sky has that old affliction, 
Sleepless— 

I gaze with pitying eyes 

Into the darkness of the night, 

I sit silently, 

Wordless, 

Listening to the breath of the earth, 
In silence, 

Within me— 

And in the pot on my balcony, 

A sleeping jasmine, 

Its petals closed in slumber— 

Yet its dreams remain awake, 
Becoming a fragrance, 

Wandering inside my chest! 

And look— 

Delicate clouds 

And moonlight, 

Blending together in a drowsy haze— 
Sleepless! 
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How Many Rivers Have Died 


Can you tell, 

How many rivers have died, 

How many rivers flowed through my heart! 
I stayed awake the whole night, 

Like the full moon, watching, 

As the rivers flowed, 

Carrying silver currents, 

So many dream-like flowers drifted away, 
And as the rivers died, 

They merged into the sea— 

I did not know 

The color of the sea 

Is darker, even darker than the darkness, 
Where 

My rivers too die— 

Lost in the dark! 


